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J NV fome part of Dotter GoupsmitH’s Works be con- | 
felfes bimfelf fo unable to refi the bungry attacks of 
wretched Compilers, that he contents bimfelf with the 
demand of the fat Man who, when at Sea, and tha 

| B Crew 


( a ) 
Crew in great want of Provifions, was pitched on by 
the Sailors as the propereft fubjett to fupply their 
wants: LHe found the neceffity of qcquiefeence, at the 
fame time making the moft reafonable Demand of the 
jrft cut off himfelf for himfelf. If the Doctor in his 
Life-time via forced by thefe Anthropophagi to Such 
capitulations, what refpel? can we ite expe? from 
‘ies ? will they not dine on bis memory 2 To refcue 
him from this infult, I fend you an authentic copy of 
tbe laff poetic Produktion of this great and good Man; 
of which,.I recommend an early publication, to prevent 
Spurious Editions being ufbered into the World. ——» 
Doctor Goldfmith delonged to a club of Beaux Efprits, 
where Wit fparkled fometimes at the expence of Good- 
nature, —= It was propofed to write E ‘pitaphs on the 


Dotior 


( im ) 
Dottor; bis Country, Dialeét and Perfon, furnifbed 
fubjetis of Witticifm. — The Doftor was called on for 
Retaliation, and at their next meeting produced the fol- 


lowing Poem, which I think adds one Leaf to bis im- — 


wortal Wreath. 
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RETALIATION: 


P Oo FE. M. 


6) old, when Scarron his companions invited, 
Each gueft brought his difh,'and the feaft was 
united ; 


If our (a) landlord fupplies us with beef, and with fith, 
Let each gueft bring himfelf, and he brings the beft difh : 


~ 


(2) The Mafter of the St. James’s Coffee-houfe, where the Doctor, and the 


Friends he has characterized in this Poem, held an occafional Club. 


CG ) Our 


[ 6 J 


Our (4) Dean fhall be venifon, juft frefh from the plates : 
Our (c) Burke fhall be tongue, with a garnifh of brains ; 
Our (d) Will fhall be wild fowl, of excellent flavour, 


And (e) Dick with his pepper, fhall heighten their favour : 
Our (f) Cumberland’s fweet-bread its place fhall obtain, 


And (g) Douglas is pudding, fubftantial and plain : 


(2) Doctor Barnard, Dean of Derry in Ireland, author of many ingenious 
pieces. 

(c) Mr. Edmund Burke, member for Wendover, and one of the greateft 
orators in this kingdom. | | 

_(d) Mr. William Burke, late fecretary to General Conway, and member for 
Bed win. | 

(¢) Mr. Richaid Burke, collector of Granada, no lefs remarkable in the 
walks of wit and humour than his brother Edmund Burke is juftly diftinguifhed 
in all the branches of ufeful and polite literature. | 

(f) Author of the Weft Indian, Fafhionable Lover, the Brothers, and other 
d:amatic pieces. 

(g) Doétor Douglas, Canon of Windfor, an ingenious Scotch gentleman, 
who has no lels diftinguifhed himfclf as a Citizen of the World, than a found 
Critic, in deteing feveral literary miftakes (or rather forgeries) of his country- 
m.n; particularly Lauder on Milton, and Bower’s Hiffory of the Popes. 


Our 


—— -_ 2 


(7 ] 
Our (4) Garrick’s a fallad, for in him we fee 
Oil, vinegar, fugar, and faltnefs agree : 
To make out the oe full certain I am, 
That (2) Ridge is anchovy; and (4) Reynolds is lamb ; 
That (/) Hickey’s a capon, and by the i rule, 
Magnanimous Goldfmith, a goofberry fool: 
At a dinner fo various, at fuch a repaft, 


Who'd not be a glutton, and ftick to the laft : 


(6) David Garrick, Efq; joint Patentee and acting Manager of the Theatre- 


Royal, Drury-lane. For the other parts of his character, vide the Poem. 


(7) Counfellor John Ridge, a gentleman belonging to the Irifh bar, the rei 
of whofe agreeable and pointed converfation is admitted, by all his acquaint- 
ance, to be very properly compared to the above fauce. | 

(k) Sir Jofhua Reynolds, Prefident of the Royal Academy. 

(7) Aneminent Attorney, whofe hofpitality and good-humour have acquired 
him, in this Club, the title of * honeft Tom Hickey.’ 


Here, 


C8] 


Here, waiter, more wine, Ict me fit while I’m able, 
>Till all my companions fink tinder the table 5 
Then with chaos and blunders encircling my head, 


Let me ponder, and tell what I think of the dead. 


Here lies the good () Dean, re-united to earth, 
Who mixt reafon with pleafure, and wifdom with mirth = 
If he had any faults, he has left us in doubt, 
At leaft, in fix weeks, I could not find ’em out; 
Yet fome have declar’d, and it can’t be theda "em, 
That fly-boots was. curfedly cunning to hide ’em. 

Here lies our esa (2) Edmund, whofe genius was fuch,, 
We {carcely can praife it, or blame it too much ; 

(m) Vide Page 6. —(n) Ibid. 


Who, 


—o] 


Who, born for the Univerfe, narrow’d his mind, 

And to party gave up, what was meant for mankind. 

_ Tho’ fraught with all learning, yet ftraining his throat, 
To perfuade (0) Tommy Townfend to lend him a vote , 
Who, too deep for his hearers, ftill went on refining, 

And thought of convincing, while they thought of dining ; 
Tho’ equal to all things, for all things unfit, 

Too nice for a ftatefman, too proud fora wit : 

Fora patriot too cool; for a drudge, difobedient, 


And too fond of the right to purfue the expedient. 


In fhort, ’twas his fate, unemploy’d, or in place, Sir, a 
| oy 
To eat mutton cold, and cut blocks with a razor. a 
‘You, 
} e 
: ra ? 
(0) Mr. T. Townfend, Member for Whitchurch. a 3 


D . Hcre 


[ ro | 


Here lies honeft (p) William, whofe — was a mint, 
While the owner ne’er knew half the good that was in’t ; 
The pupil of impulfc, it fore’d him along, 

Flis conduct ftill right, with his argument wrong; 
Stull aiming at honour, yet fearing to roam, 

The coachman was tipfy, the chariot drove home; 
Would you afk for his merits, alas! he had none, 


What was good was fpontaneous, his faults were his own. 


Here lies honeft Richard, whofe fate I muft figh at, 

- Alas, that fuch frolic fhould now be fo quiet! | 

What fpirits were his, what wit and what whim, 

(7) Now breaking a jeft, and now breaking a limb; 
°? Now 
(p) Vide Page 6. 


(q) Mr. Richard Burke ; vide page 6. This gentleman having flightly frac- 
: tured 


Now wrangling and grumbling to keep up the ball, 
Now teazing and vexing, yet laughing at all ? 

In fhort fo provoking a Devil was Dick, 

That we wifh’d him full ten timesa day at Old N ick, 
But miffing his mirth and agreeable vein, 


As often we wifh’d to have Dick back again. 


Here (r) Cumberland lies having acted his parts, 
The Terence of England, the mender of hearts ; 
A flattering painter, who made it his care 
To draw men as they ought to be, not as they are. 
tured one of his arms and legs, at different times, the Doétor has rallied him 
on thofe accidents, as a kind of retributive juftice for breaking his jefts upon 
other people. 

(r) Vide page 6. 


His 


His gallants are all faultlefs, his women divine, 
And comedy wonders at being fo fine; 

Like a tragedy queen he has dizen’d her out, 

Or rather like tragedy siving a rout. 

His fools have their follies fo lot in a croud 

Of virtues and feelings, that folly grows proud, 


And coxcombs alike in their failings alone, 


Adopting his portraits are pleas’d with their own. 


Say, where has our poet this malady caught, 

Or wherefore his characters thus without fault P 
Say was it that vainly directing his view, 

To find out mens virtues and finding them few, 
Quite fick of purfuing each troublefome elf, 


He grew lazy at laft and drew from himfelf ? 


Here 


[.373 ] 


Here (s) Douglas setlees from his toils to relax, 
The fcourge of impoftors, the terror of quacks : 
Come all ye quack bards, and ye quacking divines, 
Come and dance on the fpot where your tyrant reclines, 
‘When Satire and Cenfure cadindta his throne, 
I fear'd for your fafety, I fear’d for my own; 
But now he is gone, and we want a detector, 
Our (+) Dodds fhall be pious, our (~) Kenricks fhall le@ture 5 
(x) Macpherfon write bombaft, and call ita ftyle, 
Our (y) Townfhend ae {peeches, and I fhall compile ; 
(s) Vide i 6. 
(1) The Rev. Dr. Dodd. 
(«) Mr. Kenrick lately read le€tures at the Devil Tavern, under the Title of 
‘ The School of Shakefpeare.’ 


(x) James Macpherfon, Efq; who lately, from the mere force of bis ftyle, 
wrote down the firft poet of all antiquity. 


(x) Vide page 9. 
FE New 


[m4 ] 


New (z) Lauders and Bowers the Tweed fhall crofs over, 
No countryman living their tricks to difcover ; 
Detection her taper fhall quench to a fpark, 


And Scotchman meet Scotchman and cheat in the dark. 


Here lies (a) David Garrick, defcribe me who can, — 
An abridgment of all that was pleafant in man ; 
Asan actor, confeft without rival to fhine, 
As a wit, if not firft, in the very firft line, 
Yet with talents like thefe, and i excellent heart, 
The man had his failings, a i to his art ; 
Like an ill-iudging beauty, his colours he fpread,. 


And beplaifter’d, with rouge, his own natural red. 


(z) Vide page 6. (a) Vide page 7+ 
With 


Cc] 


On the ftage he was natural, fimple, affecting, 

'T was only that, when he was off, he was acting: 
With no reafon on earth to go out of his way, 

¥Je turn’d and he varied full ten times a-day ; 
Tho’ fecure of our hearts, yet confoundedly fick, 
If they were not his own by fineffing and trick; — 
He caft off his friends, as a huntfman his pack, 

For he knew when he pleas’d he could whiftle them back. 
Of praife a mere glutton, he {wallow’d what came, 
And the puff of a dunce, he miltook it for fame ; 
*Till his relifh grown callous, almoft to difeafe,, 


_ Who pepper’d the higheft, was fureft to pleafe. 


[ 16 J 


But let us be candid, and {peak out our mind, 

If dunces applauded, he paid them in kind. 

Ye (4) Kenricks, ye (c) Kellys, and (¢) Woodfalls fo grave, 
What a commerce was yours, while you got and you gave? 
. How did Grub-ftreet ssaicls the fhouts that you rais’d, - 
While he was berofcius’d, and you were beprais’d ? 

But peace to his fpirit, whciesies it flies, 


To a& as an angel, and mix with the {kies ; 

(>) Vide page 13. 

(c) Hugh Kelly, Efq; Author of Falfe Delicacy, Word to the Wife, Cle- 
mentina, School for Wives, &c. &c. | 


(d) Mr. William Woodfall, Printer of the Morning Chronicl,. 


Thofe 


[ 17 ] 
Thofe poets, who owe their beft fame to his {kill 
Shall ftill be his flatterers,'go0 where he will. 


Old Shakefpeare, receive him, with praife and with love, 


And Beaumonts and Bens be his (e) Kellys above. 


Here (f } Hickey reclines, a ‘mot blunt, pleafan eidiaities 
And flander — muft allow him good-nature: : 
He aimee d his friend, ia he relifh'd a —— 
Yet one fault ™ had, wd that one was a thumper : : 
Perhaps you may afk if the man erie a mifer? 
I anfwer, no, no, for he always was wifer ; 
Too courteous, | perhaps, or obligingly flat; 
His very wortt foe can’t accufe him of that 

(e) Vide page 16. (f) Vide p. 7. 


FO | Perhaps 


rr 


1] 
Perhaps he confided in men as they go, 
And fo was too foolifhly honeft; ah no! 


Then what ‘was his failing? come tell it, and burnye, 
He was, could he help it? a fpecial attorney. 


Here (g) Reynolds is laid, and, to tell you my mind, 
He has not left a wifer or better behind ; a 
His pencil was ftriking, refiftlefs and grand, 

Fis manners were gentle, complying and bland; 
Stull born to improve us in every _— 

His pencil our faces, his manners our heart : 

To coxcombs averfe, yer moft civilly fteering, 


When they judg’d without {kill he was ftill-hard of hearing: 


(gz) Vide page 7. 


When 


[ 19 J. 


When they talk’d of their Raphaels, Corregios and ftuff, 
He fhifted his (4) trumpet, and only took {nuff. 


(6) Sir Jofhua Reynolds is fo remarkably deaf as to be under the neceffity of 
ufing an ear trumpet in company; he is, at the fame time, equally remarkable 
for taking a great quantity of fnuff: his manner in both of which, taken in the 
point of time defcribed, muft be allowed, by thofe who have been witneffes of 
fuch a fcene, to be as happily given upon paper, as that great Artift himéfelf, 
perhaps, could have exhibited upon canvas. 


POS TS CRI P T. 


A FTER the Fourth Edition of this Poem was 
printed, the Publifher received an Epitaph on Mr. (a) 
Whitefoord, from a friend of the late Doctor Gold{mith 
inclofed in a letter, of which the following is an abftraa. 


“ T have in my poffeffion a fheet of paper, contain- 
‘¢ ing near forty lines in the Door’s own hand-writing: 
*< there are many fcattered, broken verfes, on Sir Jof. Rey- 
“© nolds, Counfellor Ridge, Mr. (4) Beauclerk, and Mr, 


(a) Mr. Caleb Whitefoord, Author of many humorous Effays. : 
(6) Topham Beauclerk, Efq; well known in the polite world as a fcholar, 


a man of wit, and a fine gentleman, : 
“¢ White- 


[ 20} 


“© Whitefoord. The Epitaph on the laft-mentioned gentle- 
‘© man is the only one that is finifhed, and therefore I have 
‘© copied it, that you may add it to the next edition. It 
‘isa ftriking proof of Doétor Goldfmith’s good-nature. 
‘¢ TI faw this {heet of paper in the Dodtor’s room, five or fix 
‘¢ days before he died ; and, as I had got all the other Epi- 
**-taphs, I. afked him if I might take it. ‘6° In truth you 
“< may, my Boy; (replied he) for it will be of no ufe to me 
“© where I am going.” 


Here Whitefoord reclines, and deny it who can, 
Though he merrily liv'd, he is now a (c) grave man; 
Rare compound of oddity, frolic and fun! 

Who relifh’d a joke, and rejoic’d in a pun; 
Whofe temper was generous, open, fincere ; 


A ftranger to flatt’ry, a ftranger to fear; 


(c) Mr. W. is fo notorious a punfter, that Doétor Goldfmith ufed to fay, it 
was impoffible to keep him company, without being snfeé?ed with the itch of 
punning. 


| Who 


Car] 


Who {catter’d around wit and humour at will, 
Whofe daily dons mots half 2 column mighc fill: 
A Scotchman from pride and from prejudice free, 


A {cholar, yet furely no pedant was he. - 


What pity, alas! that fo Lib'ral a mind 
Should fo long be to news-paper-eflays confin’d! 
Who perhaps to the fummit of {cience could foar, © 
Yet content ‘f if the table he fet on a roar 5” 
Whofe talents to fill any ftation were fit, 


Yet happy if (d¢) Weodfall confefs’d him a wit. 


Ye news-paper witlings! ye pert fcribbling folks ! 


Who copied his {quibs, and re-echoed his jokes, 


- (a) Mr. H. S, Woodfall, Printer of the Public Advertifer. 


Ye 


[ 22 ] 
Ye tame imitators, ye fervile herd come, 
Still follow your mafter, and vifit his témb : 
To deck it, bring with you feftoons of the vine, 


And copious libations beftow on his fhrine ; 


Then ftrew all around it (you can do no lefs) 


(e) Crofs-readings, Ship-news, and Miftakes of the Pre/s. 


Merry Whitefoord, farewel! for thy fake I admit 
That a Scot may have humour, I had almoft faid wit : 
This debt to thy mem’ry I cannot refufe, 


¢¢ Thou beft humour’d manwith the worft humour’d mufe!”’ 


(e) Mr. Whiteford has frequently indulged the town with humorous pieces 
under thofe titles in the Public Advertifer. - es | 


THE END, 


